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DEDICATION. 



Though there are many living friends that the heart 
turns to with its treasures of untold affection, the 
memory of the Departed wakes a yet deeper throb of 
regret and tenderness — there are voices, sweeter than any 
other, whose tones are hushed in the grave ; and there 
has been buried a love that has been changeless and 
enduring, — and though those forms beloved have passed 
away, their memory still lives — lives in the heart and 
remembrance of the grateful and sorrowing child. 

Therefore, it is not to the living these pages are dedi- 
cated, but to the Dead — to the memory of those departed 
parents, who are now sleeping in the dust, and whose 
worth and virtues will ever be gratefully remembered and 
cherished. 
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THE VOICE OF GOD. 

The voice of God ! we hear it in the roar 

Of Ocean, as it thunders on the shore, — 

In the wild whirlwind, as it swiftly flies, 

Overshadowing the dark and lurid skies. 

We hear it when the earth and skies are riven, 

And flash afar the thunderbolts of heaven ; — 

And when the mighty earthquake's fearful shock 

Rends the firm earth, and shakes the solid rock, 

We hear His awful voice — its terrors hurl'd, 

Convulse with awe a guilty, trembling world. 

It passes by — that voice — upon the breeze ; — 

The thunders' roll — the rush of billowy seas — 

But man, who heeds not each swift-passing day, 

In folly's vain pursuits wastes life away ; 

And seldom do his thoughts and wishes rise 

To that bright heaven of bliss beyond the skies. 

How dark the soul whose hopes are center'd here, 

Within this narrow, sublunary sphere, 

When it might roam thro' wide and boundless fields, 

And know those joys that heavenly wisdom yields ; . 

Yet here, its lofty thoughts are chained, confined, — ' - 

Grovels in dust the high, immortal mind. 

See the proud conqueror ! thro' fields of blood 
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He wades, and stems the fearful flood ; 
The rocky steep he heeds not — nor the verge 
That overhangs the dark and foaming surge ; 
The gory battle-field, where millions lie, 
And breathe, mid war's dread horrors, their last sigh ; 
Thro* these, the warrior gains his laurels proud ; 
These win the applause of the insensate crowd. 
The paths of glory, sought for by the brave, 
But lead to darkness, silence, and the grave — 
And pleasure, with its bright and meteor gleam, 
Is but a vapor, a bewildering dream. 
Earth's fame is but a momentary breath, 
Soon stifled by the mighty conqueror, Death \ 
And all the pomp of pride, ambition, power, — 
The warrior's glory — wither in an hour. 
Oh ! shall the human soul — the soul divine — 
Lavish its wealth at cold ambition's shrine ? 
Shall it, lor pleasure's false, illusive glow 
That lures it on to darkness, guilt and wo, 
On the wild waves of time a wreck be toss'd, 
The deathless spirit wand'ring, ruin'd, lost ! 
Oh ! rather hear that voice, that bids it live — 
A Father's voice ! whose mercy will forgive. 
Upon the lonely sea — the viewless air — 
Breathes that soft voice of love, for God is there ! 
From the blue vault of heaven, where planets burn, 
It whispers to earth's fallen ones, " Return !" 
Return ! long have your barks been tempest-riven 
Mid the wild waves — your only port is Heaven ! 
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THERE'S BEAUTY IN THE MOUNTAIN STREAM. 

There's beauty in the mountain stream 

That rushes in its might, 
From rock to rock in gladness leaping, 

Reflecting heaven's own light. 

There's beauty in the sunset cloud ; 

The glory o'er it cast 
Is all too bright for earthly sky — 

Too beautiful to last. 

There's beauty in the gentle flowers 
That bloom 'neath summer's air ; 

And in the gorgeous woodland bowers — 
Beauty is everywhere. 

This world is fair and beautiful, 

But there's a withering blight 
That shadows all its loveliness, 

And mars its bloom and light. 

What calls the wild tornado 

To sweep destruction wide ] 
What wakes the mighty billows 

With their o'er whelming tide 1 

Why does the rending earthquake 

The solid mountain shake, 
And bid earth's firm foundations 

With fear and terror quake 1 
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Why do the crashing thunderbolts 
Their vivid lightnings hurl, — 

And the wild spirits of the storm 
Their banners dark unfurl 7 

Why are Death's icy fingers 

Upon the mighty laid ? 
Why does the brow of beauty 

So sadly, strangely fade 1 

Why is the eye of sparkling light 
Clos'd 'neath its fringes deep, 

To lie beneath the mould'ring clay, 
In a long, dreamless sleep 1 

Ask ye why Death's dark signet 

Is set on every form 1 
And why its paralyzing breath 

Must chill the life-blood warm ? 

Oh ! it is Sin — fell spoiler ! 

That blighted Eden's bowers, 
That brings the tempest-shadows 

To wither earth's fair flowers. 

Sin ! that has marr'd creation, 
And blighted earth's fair sod, — 

Beneath its curse it withers, 
Beneath the frown of God. 

And dark would be this fallen world, 

Without one beam of light, 
Had not a pitying Saviour 
DiBpelVd its rayless night. 
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This is a land of shadows, 
And life is but a breath ; 

But in that world eternal 
There is no change, nor death. 



THE EXILE'S RETURN. 

I came from the isles of the dark blue sea, 

Where the clear waves of ocean roll jovous and free; 

Where the air wails the perfume~of scented flowers, 

From the shades of the citron and orange bowers. 

I came — and how fair dawnM the morning's pale light, 

As it ting'd the calm ocean, the djm, distant height ; — 

And bright rose the sunbeam, and lovely the scene, 

For I gaz'd on my native hills, smiling and green. 

I sought the clear fountain — the wood's breezy shade, 

Where oft in my boyhood I carelessly strayed, 

Till the homo of my fathers arose to my view, 

From the dark-bosom' d hills, the streamsboundingand blue; 

And vaaish'd the shadows of long, weary years, 

As I gazed on my birth-place in silence and tears. 

And there is the garden, where careless and gay, 

I had passed the bright hours of the long summer day ; 

Where wav'd the dark boughs of the green, spreading tree 

That shaded the haunts of my childhood and glee. 

There, in fairy beauty, a fair young flower, 

Bloomed my gentle sister, in childhood's hour; 

On her cheek was the tender blush of morn, 

And graceful her step, as the bounding fawn — 
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Gay as the bird on its airy wing — 

Fair as the buds of the infant Spring. 

But that voice of gladness I hear not now ; 

Sister ! young sister ! oh ! where art thou 1 

Mournfully murmurs the breeze's low breath ; 

Ye tell me my home is the dwelling of Death ; — 

Dark Ruin has swept o'er its moss-covered walls, 

And no voices resound in its desolate halls. 

My mother ! O ! where are thine accents so mild 1 

Oh ! wilt thou not welcome thy long-absent child 1 

Thro' thy lov'd haunts I seek thee — tlje bow'r and the grove, 

But vainly I seek thee —oh ! where dost thou rove 1 

Alas ! ye are gone ! — parent, sister have fled, 

And the home I have sought is the home of the dead. 

Ah ! calmly ye sleep in yon lone, grassy vale ; 

Where wave the dark yew-tree — the wild-flower pale., 

Ye are gone where life's sorrows are vanished and o'er; 

O ! would that my footsteps had reached that blest shore ! 

Night gathers around thee, thou desolate home ! 

But where shall the step of the stranger roam 1 

The lov'd have departed, the lovely are gone, 

And my fond hopes have faded like sunbeams of morn. 

Once more, my frail bark, be thy pinions unfurled, 

O'er the ocean-waves bear me — my home is the world. 
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MOONLIGHT. 

The moonbeams th^d their silvery light 
On Ocean's gently -heaving breast ; 

O'er earth is spread the robes of night, 
And weary nature sinks to rest. 

The soft winds soothe the sleeping wave, 
And breathe a requiem sad and low 

O'er many a lone and quiet grave 
Where sorrow's tears in silence flow. 

How lovely is the moon-lit scene ! 

Fair Nature smiles in pensive grace ; 
In robes of majesty serene 

She veils the brightness of her face. 

All, all is tranquil, hush'd and still ; 

No sound disturbs the enchanted ground ; 
O'er hill and valley, grove and rill, 

Is one wide solitude profound. 

But 'mid creation's grand repose 

Rolls there no wave of mortal strife 1 ' 

Are there no deep, no cureless woes 
'Mid the wild waste of human life ? 

Ah ! there are storms that never cease 
Within the dark, tumultuous breast — 

There is that strife that knows no peace 
Within the soul that cannot rest. 
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Aye, ask the gifted human heart 

If nature's scenes, so softly fair, 
Can bid remorse or guilt depart, 

Or soothe the anguish of despair 1 

How oft, beneath the moon's pale light, 
Does the dark soul its vigils keep ; 

Nor morning's beams can chase away 
Its midnight gloom, so dark and deep. 

Where shall the soul — the human soul — 
Find peace, but in the God of love ! 

Here, tempests beat and billows roll — 
Its only refuge is above. 

Oh ! lovelier than the tranquil light 

That bathes in radiance earth an J d sky, : «;: 

Is that eternal glory bright 

Reflected from the God on high. 



THE DREAM OF LIFE. 



"For what is our life? it is even a vapor." 



" Our life " — what is it 1 but a feverish dream — 
A troubled vision — dark, and vain, and wild ; 
Swift as the eagle's wing, that darts along 
The trackless azure, do the winged moments bear 
Us onward, to Eternity's unfathom'd ocean. 

Yet a little while — and all the throbbing 
// Pulses of life must languish — and Death's 
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Icy fingers steal o'er the wasted brow. The 
Cheek shall lose its rich vermillion — the eye 
Its sparkling lustre — and the animated form 
Become a marble statue, chill and lifeless. From 
That long slumber, never more shall wake the 
Clay-cold sleeper. Past is the fatal sentence 
" Dust thou art, to dust shalt thou return." 

The grave — the silent grave — must shroud 
Us in the long, long night of deep oblivion. 
Our memory must depart from those who lov'd 
Us, like a vanished dream — or the low voices 
Of the wailing breeze, that die upon the ear, 
In low and mournful melody. We must 
Pass away, and be forgotten. The clear waves 
Of ocean will roll as joyously along — the 
Verdant earth will be as gay, as beautiful — 
The calm, blue sky as pure and lovely ; — but 
Never more shall morn's pure radiance, or 
Evening's paler beauty, visit the lonely 
T enants of the tomb. 

Where are the bright and 
Beautiful illusions of youth and pleasure 1 
Where the vernal hues of life's -delightful spring — 
Its gay, enchanting visions 1 where the ardent 
Dreams of fancy, and the high, aspiring hopes 
Of genius 1 Melted like the snow-wreath from 
The cloud-cap t mountain, or sunbeam's smile 
That lights the sparkling foam of ocean's 
Reckless billow. Gone are the visionary 
Schemes of greatness ! faded the bright and 
Lovely ! The eloquent lip is silent, and the ^<n&r*sss». 
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Heart, that throbb'd with high and noble feeling, 
Is still'd forever. Like the soft, blended hues of heaven's 
JEn&l bow, or gorgeous drapery of summer sky, 
Or Spring's fair blossom, fade life's rich dreams 
Away ; we gaze upon their loveliness, so passing fair, 
And they are gone ! 

Oh, ye who range on pleasure's 
Golden pinions, or bask in fortune's glittering sunbeam; 
Ye, whose hearts throb lightly at the joyous festival, 
Or graceful dance, or brilliant revelry ; — ye whose 
Brows are crowned with festive garlands, on whose 
Roseate lips the sparkling smile is fleeting !. ye 
Gay and lovely ones ! yet pause a moment in your 
Swift career, and ask your hearts : " Is this to last 
Forever ? Shall life's enchanting scenes be ever new, 
And bright tfith never-fading pleasures!" Alas ! 
Even now, the rose is fading from thy brow — the 
Thorn is rankling in thy bosom ! Oh ! remember 
That thou must die ! yes ! life is passing from thee — 
" It is a vapor, that vanisheth away." 




"WHERE ARE THEY?" 

Where is the eye of sparkling light 1 — 
The roseate lip of beauty bright ! 
Where the pale brow, so high and fair, 
Shaded by locks of wavy hair ? 

Where the young voices, soft and sweet — 
The bounding footsteps, light and fleet 1 • 
Where the young spirit, joyous and gay, 
As the lark, that carols its morning to}.' 1 . 
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Ye may seek them in the festal halls 
When the airy voice of pleasure calls, 
'Mid the dazzling throng of the proud and gay, 
The brilliant and lovely — but where are they ? 

Ye may seek them in the shady bowers, 
By the green retreat, and the forest flowers, 
The murmuring fountain and lonely grot ; 
In vain ye seek — ye will find them not. 

Seek ye the lov'd 1 they have gone to rest, 
And low they sleep in the cold earth's breast ; 
Their spirits have passed to that fairer clime 
Unstain'd by sorrow, unmarr'd by time. 

Mild Spring may revive the faded flower, 

And breathe new bloom o'er the blighted bower; 

But its balmy airs can ne'er restore 

The lov'd — the lost — they will come no more. 

But ye may follow the path they trod 
With patient steps — your hope in God ! 
Then shall ye rest from the weary strife' 
In the fadeless realms of light and life. 
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TO MY MOTHER'S MEMORY. 

What is bright Spring with her smiles to me — 
What the glad birds with their warbling glee — 
What the music of the whispering gales — 
What the tints of the rose, or the lily pale 1 
What morning's beams, or dim twilight grave — 
Or the sparkling foam of the ocean wave ? 
They are lovely — but ah ! can they lull to repose 
The heart's rooted sorrows, or lessen its woes ? 
Can they joy's sunny beam, or hope's lustre restore 
To that breast, when the day-dreams of pleasure are o'er? 
Oh ! fair is the light of those summer skies, — 
That moon's mild radiance — but chill it lies 
On the pale, cold marble, and lonely tomb 
Where sleeps the departed, in silence and gloom ! 
Chill it rests on the ashes of her I adore, 
Whose sweet smile of affection shall bless me no more, 
While breathes her dirge, in the mournful wail 
Of the night-bird's song, and the sighing gale. 
More sweet than the joyous music of Spring, 
Thy voice ever gentle, could gladness bring — 
And thine eyes' soft light spoke affection pure, 
A mother's deep love, that can all things endure — 
Alike when the storms of misfortune lower, 
As in the bright sunlight of pleasure's hour, — 
Alike when the lip of scorn is curl'd, 
And we meet the frowns of a faithless world, 
As when the bright sunlight of fortune an^ fame, 
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Sheds its halo around an honor'd name. 

Ye have faded, bright hopes ! with her gentle form 

That sank 'neath the blight of deaths wintry storm — 

Ye have pass'd with the light of her angel smile, 

Ye have fled with that spirit that knew no guile. 

Blest moments of childhood ! ye glided along, 

Cheer'd by her fond presence, and sooth'd by her song ; 

And when youth's fairest dreams shed their brightness 

and bloom, 
Thou wast laid, gentle mother I within the cold tomb ; 
And long weary years, thou hast left mc to mourn, — 
Thou hast gone, gentle mother ! Oh, ne'er to return ; 
But I, too, may follow where thy steps have gone — 
We shall meet in the resurrection morn. 
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THE FLOWERS OF YOUNG SUMMER. 

Ye are come ! ye are come ! bright, laughing flowers ! 
Ye brighten and bloom in the sunlight hours ; 
Your sweet fragrance is floating on every breeze 
That is borne from the south-wind o'er soft blue seas. 
W here the clear rippling fount breathes its murmuring flow, 
In your gladness ye smile, 'neath the sunbeam's first glow ; 
Ye strew with gay beauty the wood-paths wild, 
And wreath garlands for nature, rejoicing and mild. 

Ye are fair, young flowers ! ye are fresh and fair ! 
And your balmy breath floats on the summer air ; 
In your gladness and beauty, ye seem all too bright 
To bloom on a soil where the tempests mu*t Mn^b&.\ 
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And fresh gales are blowing, and streams leaping by, 
While the song of the birds swells rejoicing on high, - 
And summer's glad voices are heard with the morn— 
But the fair cheek has faded — the lovely are gone ! 

Ah ! dimra'd is the light of the sparkling eye, 
Since last ye blossom'd 'neath summer's sky ; 
Ye were twining in beauty 'round many a brow, 
That wears the damp hues of the dark grave now — 
The rose of the cheek, in its opening bloom, 
Is blasted and low in the silent tomb ; 
And the form once so lovely in youth's fairest glow, 
Lies faded and cold as the chill wintry snow. 

Fairest flowers of young Spring ! ye must wither away ; 
Earth's fairest and brighest, ye, too, must decay ; 
The soft, tender hues of the violet pale 
Must fade 'neath the touch of the rude wintry gale ; 
And a dark blight must wither the fair lily's form 
That shrinks 'neath the breath of the pitiless storm ; 
Yes ! life and bloom, and hope must depart ! 
Earth hath no home for the yearning heart ! 

No home — for affection's unchanging trust; 
For the heart's cherish'd idols return to dust ; 
The belov'd pass away in their goodness and truth, 
And the beautiful fade in the bloom of their youth ; 
Earth hath no home — oh ! seek it not — 
Be its fleeting delights, its enchantments forgot ; — 
For the dark blight of sorrow, and withering care, 
Like dim joyless phantoms, are hovering there. 
Life's joys soon depart, like the hues of even, — 
Then — fix thine unwavering hopes on Heaven. 
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There the flowers never fade — in that fairer clime- 
And the brow is unraarr'd by the touch of time, 
And strains of celestial music are borne 
On the balmy airs of that brighter morn. 
There the rankling sigh of guilt's dark breast 
Pollutes not the holy climes of rest, 
And envy's dark waters of withering strife 
Mingle not with the healing fountains of life. 
There, peace, with its stainless flag is unfurl'd, 
And no discord breathes, in that happiest world ; 
Far — far — in those radiant climes above, 
There is fadeless bliss, where all is love. 



THE MARINER'S DREAM OF HOME. 

The stars are shining 

Thro' the old oak trees, — 
But my bark is tossing 

On the briny seas. 

The shades of evening 

Are round my home ; 
But o'er the wild billows, 

Far, — far — I roam. 

The summer breeze sighs 

By my cottage door, 
Where my W& otve% %&Vta* 

When day is o'ex. 
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The brow of the Mother, 
So thoughtful and mild — 

With eyes beaming gladness, 
Upon her fair child, 

And those blue eyes fair 
Gleam thro' sunny tresses, 

On the cherub one 
She fondly caresses. 

Do they think of the wanderer, 
TossM on the waves, 

While yawning beneath him, 
Are fathomless graves 1 

The moon above me, 
Beams cold and pale, 

And sinks in low murmurs 
The voice of the gale. 

I hear the deep sea, 
With its hollow dirge, 

And the moaning ever 
Of its restless surge. 

But love's own voices — 

For these I sigh ; 
And would that their music 

Was ever nigh. 

And my sad thoughts wander, 
Tho' far — far — I roam, 

Where blue streams meander 
By my cottage home, 
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Where the tones of childhood's 

Glad voice is heard, 
Like the carol wild 

Of some warbling bird. 

Bright visions of home ! 

Still cheer my heart, 
Till I join my lov'd ones, 

No more to part. 



JULIET. 



She sleeps in peace — the moaning breeze 

Sighs o'er her place of rest ; 
That form lies breathless, pale and still, 

Beneath the cold earth's breast, 
Wither' d in youth and beauty's bloom — 
And Juliet sleeps within the tomb. 

The morn of life shone fair and bright, 

Joy beam'd upon her brow; 
Unclouded dawn'd her sky of light ; 

Alas ! where is she now ? 
Faded like summer's opening flower, 
That lovely bloom'd in vernal bower* 

Ah ! what could youth and hope avail ? 
Could it avert the fate, 
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That darkened o'er that victim pale, 

And made the fond heart desolate ? 
Nor could love's fondest efforts save 
That bright and lov'd one from the grave. 

But mourn not for the spirit fled, 

Beyond the shafts of wo ; 
The storm has pass'd — the peaceful dead 

No more shall sorrow know, 
Nor pain, nor grief, nor withering strife ; 
The ills that mar this mortal life. 

But in that fairer, happier clime, 

Where bliss eternal reigns, 
Beyond the reach of death and time, 

On those celestial plains, 
Bright is that angel spirit's rest, — 
She sleeps — upon the Saviour's breast. 



TO THE WINDS. 

Winds ! mournful winds ! ye are dear to me, 

As ye wave the lone boughs of the sheltering tree,- 

As ye gaily sport in the rural bowers, 

Where bright childhood pass'd its careless hours, 

And youth's rich dreams, in their gorgeous glow, 

Rob'd in fairy beauty this desert of wo. 

Gentle zephyrs ! I love your balmy breath ; 

Ye sigh o'er the graves of the lov'd in death ; 

Ye blend with affection's mournful sighs, 
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Where the lonely sleeper unconscious lies ; * ' 

Ye call back voices, thrilling and sweet, 

That no more shall the yearning spirit greet, — 

Sounds, that live only in memory's cell, 

That breathe amid sorrow's bursting swell ; 

Ah ! softly ye murmur where yew-trees wave, 

And night-dews weep o'er the gTassy grave. 

But oh ! when the spirit is buoyant and bright, 

And youth's sunny morning is beaming in light, 

When the pulses are bounding in pleasure's young dream, 

How gaily ye sport over life's sunny stream ! 

Ye float o'er the gay verdure of summer fields, 

Where the bloomimg wild-flower its fragrance yields ; 

Ye wave the dark boughs of the green-wood shade, 

Where the bounding footstep careless strayed ; 

Your pathway is over the tossing sea, 

As onward it rushes, unfettered and free ; 

Ye swell the sails of the gallant bark 

As she proudly stems the billows dark , 

Bearing where danger seems darkest and rife 

Hearts that are buoyant with gladness and life. 

But hoarsely ye shriek, when the wild tempests rave, 

And your deep dirge is sung o'er the mariner's grave, 

As he wearily sinks 'neath the dark-rolling billow, 

The sands of the ocean his wave-beaten pillow. 

Mysterious voices ! so gentle and bland 

That oft ye seem borne from that better land, — 

Spirits! that ride on the whirlwind's path, 

Bearing the blackness of ruin and wrath ! 

Ye come ! but where is your shadowy home 1 

Whither, lone winds, do ye viewlessly roam ? 
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THINK OF ME. 

Think of me — when the bright sun setteth, 

Low in the west ; 
When glows the first pure star of evening 

On ocean's breast. 

Think of me — when thy footstep strayeth 

Thro* forests lone ; 
When the voice of the breeze sighs in mournful whispers, 

With dirge-like tone. 

Think of me — when bright nature's voices 

Wake the glad morn ; 
When every warbling bird rejoices 

With gush of song. 

Think of me — when low I am sleeping, 

In the cold grave ; 
When the rank grass, and willow weeping 

Over me wave. 

For soon must friendship's ties be sundered, — 

Its converse sweet 
Shall pass away like music's numbers, 

Entrancingly fleet. 

May we meet — where no griefs shall wither, 

On that calm shore, 
Where peace on angel pinions shall hover 

Forever-more. 
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ADDRESSED TO A BEAUTIFUL YOUNG LADY. 

Oh ! fair is the rose, in its loveliness glowing, 
And soft are the zephyrs that waft o'er the vale, 

Bat fairer and brighter thy young cheek is glowing, 
And sweeter thy voice than the breath of the gale. 

Yes ! it falls on the ear like the bird's mellow song, 
That pours its wild warblings of music and gladness ; 

v)r the soft, soothing stream, as it gushes along, 
Beguiling the soul in its dark hour of sadness. 

Thy step falls as light as the dews of the morning 

That bathe the young leaves of the fair, drooping flower; 

And thine eye is as bright as the star's brilliant dawning 
That beams 'mid the shadows of twilight's soft hour. 

And graceful thy form as the light bending willow 

That waves with each breath of the mild; buoyant air ; 

Or the sea-bird that floats on the breast of the billow 
Like a pure, fragile snow-wreath, unsullied and fair. 

But tho' beauty's soft tints, in their delicate pride, 

Robe thy cheek with its crimson, thy brow with its snow, 

And pure as the rich gems of an eastern bride, 
Does thine eye in its clear, dazzling radiance glow ; 

Soon, the mists of the evening thy beauties shall shade, 
And veil the soft grace of that beautiful form, 

But time cannot wither, nor grief cannot fade 

Thy young ppirit's love, thy heart tender and warm. 
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NEW ENGLAND. 

New England ! my heart yearns for thee, 

My own, my native land ! 
Where sweeps the broad and deep blue sea 

On thy free, rock-bound strand ; 
Thy hills and vales how fair and bright, — 
How lovely seem thy skies of light ! 

My home ! what sacred memories rise ! 

That word breathes music's spell, 
Where pure affection's fondest ties 

And earliest friendships dwell. 
Home of young fancy's brightest dream ! 
Thy scenes have fled like morning's beam. 

Where droops the willow's verdant shade, 
O'er many a sculptured grave, 

There are a mother's ashes laid, 
Where fading flowrets wave ; 

And memory lingers o'er that spot, 

Where sleeps the lost but unforgot. 

And tho' thy form lies mouldering low, 
Beneath the cold earth's breast, 

Still shall affection's changeless glow 
Hallow thy'})lace of rest, 

Till life and memory shall depart, 

And cold the unforgetful heart. 
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Land by our Pilgrim Fathers trod, 

Whose bosoms' fearless glow, 
Sacred to Freedom and to God, 

Brought stern Oppression low ! 
Land of the brave ! may war's fell form 

Ne'er spread o'er thee destruction's storm ; 
But ever may thy banners wave 
Triumphant o'er the free and brave. 



THE HOME OF PEACE. 

The spirit of love breathes evermore, 
By the side of that lowly cottage door ; 
No sounds of discord enter there, 
Where ascends the voice of grateful prayer ; 
The demons of envy, the vulture strife 
That poison the fountains of moral life, 
Are banish'd from that household hearth 
Where kindly charities have birth. 
There, with its pranks, so glad and wild, 
Romps the gay cherub, bright-haired child, 
And rises up that dark-eyed boy, 
The father's pride, the mother's joy ; 
And by his side those blooming girls, 
With their blue oyes, and wealth of curls, 
Spring up like lovely, gentle flowers, 
To grace those lov'd paternal bowers. 
Peace spreads its wings upon the air, 
Where all is calm, and pure and fair. 
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The dew is sparkling on the flowers, 
And Spring is gay 'mid leafy bowers ; 
But fairer than nature, soft and bland, 
Is that bright and gentle household band. 
Oh ! if there be an Eden fair 
On this dark earth of sin and care 
That bids life's storms and sorrows cease, 
'Tis thy mild form, domestic peace ! 
Whose kind afTections warm the breast, 
And every wo is hush'd to rest. 
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GOD IS LOVE. 

Fair morn, that lights the waking earth, 

With its rich, kindling beam, 
Bright with its great Creator's smile — 

The rivulet's sparkling gleam, 
The stare, that shine so pure above, 
All gently whisper, " God is love." 

The waving woods, the graceful flowers, 

The breezes, murmuring low, 
That sigh 'mid summer's gorgeous bowers, 

The boundless ocean's flow, 
The azure heavens, the vernal sod, 
All speak of their Creator, God. 
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And more than these — the Sinless, Pure, 

For guilty man has died ; 
His boundless, pitying love was shown, — 

The suffering — crucified — • 
He left His radiant throne on high, 
For man to surfer, bleed, and die. 

Within the Garden's lonely shade 

The pitying Saviour wept ; 
In fearful agony he pray'd 

While those around him slept. 
The blood-dyed and unconscious' sod 
Witnessed thine anguish, Son of God ! 

And shall frail man pass coldly by, 
Nor heed the Saviour's voice — 

Compassion's voice and mercy's sigh, 
That bids the soul rejoice — 

That bids it turn, repent and live, 

That He may pity and forgive ? 

The stars may in their courses fade, 
The heavens may pass away, 

The pall of death all nature shade, 
Man waste in dull decay ; — 

But the Eternal changes not — 

He cannot, will not be forgot. 
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" To depart, aid be with Christ isf ar better." 

Oh! better is lit to depart, 
For earth if but a\lesert spot ; 

Better is it t(> " be with Christ," 
By all the world forgot. 

Welcome the peaceful hour of rest, 

The lowly couch of clay, 
Where slumbers wrap the quiet breast 

In nature's last decay. 

Oh ! glorious is that blissful hour, 
When from its earthly prison, 

Beyond the dark oppressor's power, 
The soul to Christ hath risen. 

«* To be with Christ," the struggling soul 
Would break each kindred tie 

That binds it down to earth's control, 
And upward mount on high. 

For what are earth's alluring beams, — 

Its brilliant morn of light 1 
Alas ! how transient are its gleams ! 

Soon it is lost in night. 

But what shall quench the spirit's hope, 

Or shake its deathless trust, 
Or dim its bright, ethereal fire, 

When " dust returns to dust ?" 
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The pomp of earth must pass away, 

And fade yon starry skies ; 
But borne triumphant o'er decay, 
The Christian never dies. 



MEMORY. 
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When slowly fades the light of day, 

Mellow, and soft, and pale, 
And in low murmurs dies away, 

Gently, the evening gale, 
Then the deep chords of memory stealing, 
Awake the buried founts of feeling. 

Then do its rapid footsteps glide 

Like shadows o'er the sea, 
And borne upon its whelming tide, 

The weary soul would flee 
To that unclouded, far-off shore, 
Where life's rude storms shall vex no more. 

Yet hath bright memory many a spell, 
And fraught with magic power 

The o'erwhelming torrent's rage to quell, 
Gilding its darkest hour 

With its mild, peaceful, soften'd beam, 

Calming the wild, tumultuous stream. 
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The light of dim, departed years, 
Beams on our clouded track ; 

Life's early sunshine and its tears — 
Fain would we call them back — 

Those joyous moments that have gone 

Like dew-drops of the early morn. 

Then the young spirits, light and gay, 
Unquenched by gloom or care, 

Were joyous as the opening day, 
— Bright childhood's smile how fair !— 

While joy shone in its sparkling gleam 

Like sunbeams bursting on the stream. 

Memory ! within thy magic cell, 
What hopes — what day-dreams fled ! 

Dim recollection's mournful spell 
Brings back the lost — the dead ; — 

The smile that's fled, the brow long cold 

Beam on us, as in days of old. 

Sweet voices that are hush'd and low 
Breathe their deep, thrilling tones, 

Soft as the zephyr's sighing flow, — 
Accents long loved, long known, 

From those departed ones, who rest 

Calmly, beneath the cold earth's breast. 

Oh ! who would wish that Lethe's wave 

Over the past should roll ; 
Or that oblivion's dreamless grave 

Should darkly shroud the-eoul ? 
Who would desire its stagnant calm 
For memory's soft and lenient balm ? 
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O ! Memory ! shed thy soften'd smile 

Around life's weary way, 
The spirit's sadness to beguile 

When cherish'd hopes decay. 
When the world's frown our path hath cross' d, 
Turn we to those, the lov'd and lost, — 
To those whose spirits blest above 
Shall smile on us with deathless love. 



THE JOYLESS HEART. 

They deem that the chain that fetters mc now 
Can be lightly and easily broken, 

And the shadows pass from this burning brow 
Like the vain word, carelessly spoken. 

But think not the heart from its dearest hopes 
Can thus, in a moment, sever ; — 

No ! the shadows that darkly shroud it now 
Will dim its light forever. 

A smile on the trembling lip may play 
Like light on the billows waking, — 

And the eye may beam with a flashing ray 
When the heart is cold and breaking. 
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THE DOOM OF THE UNREPENTANT. 

From the swift lightning's withering flashes, 
From the deep thunder's fearful crashes, 
And from that black and volley'd cloud 
Robing creation in its shroud, 
While all beneath is funeral gloom, 
The dread and horror of the tomb, 
There breathes a voice of warning ever : 
Their doom how dark who fear forever ! — 
Who in that guilty, dread abode, 
Shut out from hope, and heaven, and God, 
Forever hear those thunders loud 
Bursting from out that tempest-cloud 
That pours in wrath its fiery breath, 
The horrors of the second death. 
That fearful voice — "Depart, depart !" 
Sinks in deep wo the guilty heart ; 
How dark and hopeless is their lot 
Whose doom is sealed, " I know you not." 
" * I know you not ' — for did ye know 
Your Saviour 'mid His want and wo ? — 
The pangs of hunger oft I've known, 
When weary, desolate, alone ; 
Ye would not cheer the outcast's lot, — 
'I hunger'd, but ye fed me not.' 
Oft shivering, when the cold winds blew, 
Nor love, nor charity ye knew ; 
But, clad in robes of costly dye, 
Heedless, ye coldly passed me by ; 
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With garments scant, in mean array, 

Ye sent the needy ones away ; 

Nor food nor raiment would impart, 

Nor aught to ease the aching heart ; — 

If not to me, yet to mine own 

Ye gave not — wanderers unknown — 

And now by me ye are forgot ; — 

< Depart, depart, I know you not !' " 

This is the changeless sentence dire, — 

The gnawing worm — the quenchless fire,- 

The horrors of the guilty breast 

That knows not, and can know no rest. 

Turn, turn ye from that threatening cloud 
That thunders o'er thee, deep and loud ; 
Turn to that refuge, wide and free, — 
The Lamb of God has died for thee ; 
From that dark gulf, see mercy's ray 
Shedding the light of endless day, 
And, with its mild, benignant glow, 
Guiding man, lost in mists of wo. 
His voice can bid the tempest cease ; 
Its tones alone can whisper peace 
To the dark spirit, passion-toss'd, — 
Upon Sin's surging ocean lost. 
Oh ! would ye shun that fearful fate I 
Turn, sinner, ere.it be too late ; 
While mercy's day beams bright for thee, 
Ere the night closes, sinner, flee ! 
Those skies, how fair, pure and serene ; 
No sin shall mar that cloudless scene, 
Where dwell the ransom'd, pure in heart. 






ft 



*m) 






36 POEMS. 



// 



But the ungodly must depart; 

Past their irrevocable doom, — 

No ray of hope can e'er illume 

Those caverns dark of dread despair, 

For darkness reigns eternal there. 

Those burning words must seal their fate- 

" Depart, depart," it is too late ; 

From mercy's memory forgot — 

From Heaven shut out — " I know you not." 



THE MARCH OF TIME. 

Soft and low the streamlet murmurs, 

As it glides ; 
Time is hurrying, hasting onward , 

With its changing tides. 

And the wild and reckless billow, 
With its deep surge, 

In hollow moanings breathes forever 
A solemn dirge. 

Time, with its swift, mighty pinions, 

Is rushing on; 
And, borne on its resistless torrent, 

We soon are gone. 

O'er the crimson^clouds of sunset, 
Bath'd in rich light, 

Steal the. deep and envious shadows 
Of murky night. 
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And the flower, its rich leaves brightening 

In the morning sun, 
Soon shall see the dark night gath'ring, — 

Its bright race run. 

For the night that surely cometh, 

Of dark decay, 
Stealeth over all things lovely ; 

They pass away, 

All, but the immortal spirit, 

That shall outlast 
The reign of time, the wreck of nature ; 

When earth has pass'd, 

And in the pall or wild destruction 

Is seen no more ; 
When this vast firmament shall vanish, 

And time be o'er; — 

Like a dim scroll before the vision, 

All wildly hurl'd, 
When shall dissolve in fiery ruin 

This destin'd world ; — 

Then that bright spark of the Infinite 

That deathless burns, 
Released from clay, that dims its brightness, 

To God returns ; — 

No longer bow'd beneath the fetters 

Of earth's dull dream, 
But radiant with the pure effulgence 

Of Heaven's own beam. 
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THE WRECK. 



The wild winds roar along the deep, 
And darkly heaves the rolling sea, 

While the loud gales impetuous sweep 
Like spirits of the storm set free. 

Amidst the strife, a gallant bark 

Stems her proud way — destruction's mark. 

On, on she plunges — ah ! how vain 
Her struggles with contending fate ! 

Another sun shall ne'er again 
View her career with hope elate. 

Near, and yet nearer gains the land, 

And now she strikes the dreaded strand. 

Vain — hopeless all their efforts now,-— 
They ne'er shall reach the wished-for shore ; 

Despair is gathering o'er each brow, 
And earthly hope shall smile no more 

Upon the lost — forsaken — doomed, — 

Beneath an icy shroud entomb'd. 

Thro' that long, long, and fearful day 
Was heard the sufferer's anguish'd moan ; 

Of winds and waves the helpless prey, 
O'er the rude wreck their forms are strewn ; 

The heaving waters o'er them sigh, — 

O ! it is fearful thus to die ! 
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'Tis morn ! the sparkling billows play, 
Hush'd is the madd'ning surge's roar, 

And the warm sunbeam's dazzling ray 
Shines brightly on that fatal shore ; — 

Oh ! what a scene now meets the eye ! 

For there the lost, uncoffin'd lie. 

No whisper breaks that dreamless sleep, — 
All, all is silent, breathless, cold ; 

The mother now has ceased to weep, 
But, clasp'd within her marble fold, 

Rests the fair babe, — its cheek of snow 
Prest to her bosom, cold and low. 

Dimm'd is bright childhood's sparkling eye, 
Its artless tones of joy are hush'd, 

And youth's gay visions, proud and high, 
The desolating storm hath crush'd ; 

They hear not the wild billows' roar, 
But calmly sleep — to wake no more. 
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THE CHILD OF SORROW. 

Hark ! how the bitter wind bloweth ! 
Now the lone widow's tear floweth ; 
For her, no cheerful hearth gloweth, — 

The mournful and forgot. 

The sons of wealth pass by, unheeding 
That mild eye, so silently pleading ; 
What care they for the stricken heart's bleeding, 
Its anguish deep ! 

They think not what numbers are passing away 
'Neath want's heavy pressure, or wasting decay, — 
How many have gone from the light of day 
To their long, last sleep. 

Gaily the merry laugh is ringing, 

And light voices break forth in mirth and singing, 

While pleasure her joyous spell is flinging 

Over the proud and gay. 

'Mid grandeur's halls the bright eye is beaming, 
In beauty's soft radiance wildly gleaming 
Like visions that float o'er the poet's dreaming, 
As fair as vain. 

Ah ! what a change from that lonely dwelling 
Where sorrow's bursting sigh is swelling, 
And the wasted brow of misery telling 

Of hopes that have faded and gone. 
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But tho' the tear from that dim eye is stealing, 
The depths of a wounded heart revealing, — 
The fountains of deep and troubled feeling, 

There's balm for the mourner's pain. 

There's rest for the weary and stricken dove, — 

A sheltering haven — a home of love — 

Thy hopes, gentle mourner, are treasur'd above ; 

There's rest for thee in Heaven. 

And when, sick of this cold world, I've turn'd away 
From the busy train of the careless and gay, 
And sigh'd for those pleasures that never decay, 
All fadeless and pure, — 

I've thought of that lone one, in sorrow and pain, 
More blest in her want than the rich in his gain ; 
For what is earth's splendor 1 But worthless and vain 
To a soul that's at peace with its God. 



NATURE. 



Oh ! who would not worship at Nature's fair shrine, — 
The work of Omnipotence, glorious, divine, — 
The broad ocean's sweep, and its boundless domains, 
The mountains majestic, the skies and the plains ? 

How radiant all earth when the bright morning breaks, 
And creation serene from her slumber awakes ! 
How fair is the dew-drop that gems the bright rose, 
As beneath the gay sunbeam inbrilliance it glows ! 
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How pure the deep hue of the clear, azure skies ! 
How soft and effulgent the rainbow's rich dyes ! 
The broad-arching skies and the fresh vernal sod 
Proclaim th' Eternal, Omnipotent God. 

Oh Nature ! thy bloom and thy radiant smile 
Can the heart of its withering cares beguile ; 
We may find repose on thy gentle breast, 
And with trusting love we may sink to rest. 

Thou dost never deceive the confiding heart, — 
In the world's heartless wiles, thou hast no part ; 
There is eloquence deep in thy breathings low 
To dispel the dark phantoms of sorrow and wo. 

How mild burns the light of the calm sunset scene, 
As it glows o'er the valleys of living green, 
And wraps in its glory the vanishing cloud 
Ere the dark night spreads o'er it its misty shroud. 

Does the spirit o'er earth's blighted prospects mourn — 
For the lovM and departed, who ne'er can return ? 
Yet thy voices of melody cheer the lone breast, 
And shed balm o'er the spirit bereav'd and opprest. 

Oh Nature ! when swiftly the hand of decay 
Shall steal o'er this frame, and shall waste it away, 
Still may thy soft breath bid each wild conflict cease, 
And thy voices harmonious breathe peace— gentle peace. 

May they breathe of those regions so balmy and blest, 
That home of the pure, where the weary shall rest — 
Where the pure streams of life ever radiant shall roll, 
And sunlight immortal shall dawn on the soul. 
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DESPONDENCY. 

Desolation reigns around me; 

Nature, ail thy bloom has fled ; 
Winter's icy fetters bound thee, 

And thy brightest charms are dead ! 

80 my fairest prospects languish, 
All my fondest hopes are o'er, 

And my cup is filled with anguish ; 
Joy shall bloom for me no more. 

But not long shall griefs dark billow 
Roll across my troubled breast ; 

Soon the grave shall be my pillow, 
And my woes be hush'd to rest. 

Let that hope, so pure, so holy, 
Oh my spirit ! cheer thy gloom, 

And the morn of endless glory 
Burst upon the closing tomb. 
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THE INEBRIATE. 

Fill high the bowl —the sparkling bowl ! 
Its power shall reign without control ; 
We'll quaff the juice, dispel dull care, 
Life's wasting toil no more we'll bear ; 
We'll banish thought and reason bright, — 
Let others love, we hate the right ; 
For " reason's feast and flow of soul," 
Give us the ruddy, sparkling bowl ! 

The drunkard's shout ! the drunkard's song ! 
Now peals its chorus wild and long, 
Amid that silence, deep and dead, 
It seem'd like demon's mockery dread ; 
All else is hush'd beneath that sky, — 
Those midnight stars, so pure and high, — 
But Vice, with dark, unquiet breast, 
A spectre that can never rest, — 
Vice in its darkest, deadliest form ! 
Intemperance — raging as the storm 
Whose clouds of blackness ruin spread, 
Or Pestilence, with fearful tread ; 
'Tis like the scorching lava tide 
That spreads its desolation wide, 
And mingles with its burning breath 
Madness, disease, and living death. 

Oh ! would you be the veriest slave 
Of vice, and sink beneath its wave ? 
J I Would you seek infamy and wo ? I 
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Then bid the sparkling poison flow. 
What ^pre debased, degraded lot ! 
The drunkard! loath'd, despis'd, forgot ! 
Then drain the cup, tho' it may cost 
Your soul; drink deep — till you are lost ! 

But would you soar to heights oi fame, 
And win a pure and lofty name, — 
Would you, with feeling's generous glow, 
Share other's joys, and soothe each wo, — 
Would you win honor and renown, 
Immortal bliss, the christian's crown 1 
Then cast from thee the fatal draught 
Which thy lips have so madly quaff 'd ; 
Oh ! spurn that sparkling goblet fair, 
And shun that whirlpool of despair. 



ADDRESSED TO A FRIEND ON PARTING. 

Spring is coming ! — laughing Spring — 
And the wild bird's on the wing ; 
Soon the balmy breeze will blow, 
And the in-bound streams shall flow. 

But the blooming summer flowers — 
Will they cheer my lonely hours ? 
Will they charm the weary day, 
When thy smile has pass'd away ? 
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Will the rich turfs gorgeous hue 
And mild skies of cloudless blue 
Breathe for me the soul of joy — 
Happiness without alloy 7 

No ! the gay and laughing Spring 
Cannot joyous feelings bring ; 
Sadness then will fill this heart, — 
Kindest friend ! we part, we part ! 

Sweet the song of warbling bird, — 
Yet thy voice no more is heard, 
With its accents soft and mild 
Which so oft each care beguiled. 

Brightly smiles all nature gay, 
O'er the fields soft breezes play ; 
Yet must sadness fill this heart, — 
Dearest friend ! we part, we p*art ! 

I shall meet thy smile no more 
That was wont to charm of yore ; 
Spring ! oh, lovely, gentle Spring ! 
Joy thou can'st not, may'st not bring. 
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THE PARTING OF EMMETT AND HIS LOVE. 

The setting sun shone calm and bright 

And ting'd the laughing stream, 
O'er earth was shed its loveliest light, 

Its rich and gorgeous gleam ; — 
It was young Summer's fairest sky 
That saw brave Emmett doom'd to die. 

The last for him — that patriot true ; — 

For him, the high and brave, 
The morrow brought a /earful doom 

And an unhonored grave. 
The morrow ! on that setting cloud 
He sees the scaffold and the shroud. 

Within that damp and dreary cell, 

Where even hope seem'd dead, 
Did he, a lonely inmate, dwell, 

Hope's proudest visions fled ; 
And now the clouds of darkest doom 
Hang o'er him — shroud him in their gloom. 

But there was one — when scorn and shame 

Around his path did lower, 
And shed their blight upon his name — 

Stood like some fragile flower, 
And shrank not from that fearful blast 
Until its wildest rage had pass'd. 
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Those wide and massy gates unfold 
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As she, the pure, the fair, 
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With heart weighed down by grief untold, 








Humbly seeks entrance there ; 








Of aught she thinks not but his fate, — 
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Her own hopes crushed and desolate. 
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She stood upon his dungeon floor 






And gently raised her veil. 






While her fair brow deep sadness wore — 
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That brow, so pure and pale, 




i ; 


That once had been his brightest dream, 




• i 


His star upon life's stormy stream. 
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He turns! the clank of heavy chains 
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Falls on her shuddering ear ; 
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Like a death-knell those fetters ring, 
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And fill her heart with fear ; 
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While busy fancy paints his shroud, 








And tears fall fast — she weeps aloud. 








He press' d her to his bursting heart, 








And with sad voice and low 
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Besought her, when he should depart, 
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And be released from woe, 








That she would ne'er forget nor scorn 








His memory, when he had gone. 








He spoke of by -gone days, the past, 








When his heart knew no care, 








And no dark cloud had overcast 








His sky so bright and fair, 
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And ask'd if she would sometimes roam, 
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To that blest spot — his early home. 
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Again that deep and startling knell ! 

Their parting must be brief; 
They turn to look a last farewell 

That their lips cannot speak ; 
Part they forever, thus who love 1 
No ! is there not a heaven above ? 

Calmly and bright the sun's last ray 

Sinks 'neath the darkening west, 
But on that form, now cold as clay, 

Its light no more shall rest ; 
Where heaven's bright dew unconscious weeps 
The martyr'd Emmett calmly sleeps. 

And one — where blooms Italia's flowers, 

As fair, as bright as they — 
A wand'rer mid its myrtle bowers — 

Is fading fast away. 
'Mid scenes of beauty, pleasure, art, 
She moves, with sorrow's breaking heart. 

And now each with'ring grief is hush'd ; 

That heart is still'd at last, 
And beauty's gentlest flower is crush'd 

Beneath the bitter blast ; 
And they — the parted — on that shore 
Now meet again — to part no more. 
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THE SABBATH BELL. 

81ow peals the clear and deep-toned Sabbath bell ; 

Its solemn tones float on the morning air, 
And soothing mem'ries mingle with its swell, 

Tranquil and sweet as childhood's murmur'd prayer. 

Soft skies, that shed their bright, elysian glow, 
And lit with glory youth's rich gorgeous dream, 

Bright waves, that once in melody did flow, — 
Ye rise before me like come magic scene ! 

The sainted, cherish'd ones who have departed — 
Whose footsteps life's dull road no longer tread,— 

Ye lov'd ones, who have left me broken-hearted ! 
That tolling bell breathes of ye — silent dead ! 

Beneath the damp and mould'ring turf now sleeps 
Thine honor'd form, my Father, cold and low, 

And memory her eternal vigil keeps, 
While o'er thee her sad tears unceasing flow. 

Thy mind, where dwelt the light of honor, warm, 
From all it lov'd to brighter scenes has fled, 

No more to struggle with life's bitter storm 
That rudely swept around thine honor'd head. 

And ne'er again thy gentle smile, my Mother, 
Shall beam upon me, nor thy brow so pale ; — 

On this cold earth, alas ! there is no other 
Love so unchanging — that would never fail. 
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Oft, sad and weary, could this aching head 

Rest on thy kindest bosom once again, 
Oh ! it were worth a world of pleasures fled ; 

'Twould soon relieve this bosom's keenest pain. 

But never more, in sickness or in wo, 
My Mother ! shall thy bosom shelter me ; 

That gentle heart lies cold and mouldering low ; — 
Thou, Oh, my Saviour ! Thou my refuge be. 



J* 



REMEMBER ME. 

When fled are the garlands from Summer's fair brow, 
And its bright flowers have faded, so beautiful now, 
When mute is the song of the wild, warbling bird, 
And naught but the blast of chill Autumn is heard, — 
When the leaves of the forest all withered are strown, 
As thro' its dim shadows thou wanderest lone, — 

Remember me ! 

The flowers from thy pathway shall fade away, 

And the bird cease its mellow and mournful lay, 

And their lingering sweetness shall all depart, 

And their memory fade, like a dream, from the heart, — 

But let not past moments forgotten be, 

And when all have fled, still remember me / 
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THE EARLY DEPARTED. 

In the bloom of her spring-time she faded, — 

In its vernal and joyous light, 
And her morning sky was shaded 

In death's cheerless and wintry night. 
Her bark was just launched on life's river ; 

Before it the glad waves rolled on, 
And the sun oi joy brightly illamed it, — 

But soon — ah, how soon ! — was it gone. 

Can the balmy airs of sweet summer 

Restore her to life and to bloom — 
That pale and that motionless sleeper, 

Within the dark, mouldering tomb 1 
No ! Spring, that all nature rejoices, 

That strews the gay turf with flowers, 
Its warbling and eloquent voices 

That make glad the green woodland bowers ; 

These can ne'er in their loveliness waken 

Those eyes, now closed darkly for aye, 
Or beam on that brow so forsaken, 

Or breathe life in that mouldering clay. 
Ah, no ! for the spirit departed 

To earth shall return not again, 
Nor shall it revisit its dwelling 

Of sorrow, corruption, and pain. 

In vain shall her youthful companions 
Listen for her sweet accents of mirth, 

And watch for her bounding footsteps ; — 
She has pass'd away from earth ; — 
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And with morning's beams she comes not 
Whom so often they would greet, 

And the eye in vain will seek her 
While remaineth that vacant seat. 

But to Christ that pure spirit has risen 

That in the bright radiance of youth 
Its affections to God hath given — 

The fountain of wisdom and truth. 
In peace her short conflict now closes ; 

She bends to the chast'ning rod, 
And calmly and meekly reposes 

On the bosom of her God. 

Then mourn not the early departed, — 

The flower that's removed in its pride, 
Ere care had withered the roses 

Of youth, its sweet spring-tide; 
But be early prepar'd to meet her, 

Who, in life's vernal morning of bloom, 
With hopes freshly-budding and joyous, 

Has gone to the silent tomb. 



THE THINGS OF EARTH MUST PERISH. 

Oft we see fair flow'rets wither 

By the green hill's side, 
And sweet forms of beauty perish 

In their opening pride. 
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Yes ! the fair, the bright, the lovely, 

In life's morning glow, 
Ere the shades of evening gather, 

Lie all cold and low. 

Life ! thy hues, forever changing, 

Soon must pass away ; 
Transient as the morning vapor 

Is thy fading ray. 

Like the foam on the dark billow 

Hasting to the shore, — 
Flashing in the misty sunlight, 

Then is seen no more, 

Te are fading ! ye are fading 

From our grasp away ! 
And that deeper night is shading 

Hope's delusions gay. 

Earthly hopes that soon must perish, 
That tremble in the breeze, — 

Oh, why should our fond hearts cherish 
Fleeting things like these ? 

Let us view the things eternal 
With faith's upward eye ; — 

Seek those valleys ever vernal 
Where living waters lie. 

We are hasting, onward hasting 

With the torrent's speed ; 
Life is wasting, life is wasting, — 

Soon the spirit freed 
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Shall wing its way to worlds unseen 

Of deathless joy or wo, — 
The dawn of an existence endless, 

Nor change the soul can know — 

But where the radiant form of seraph 
Shall soar on wings of light, 

Or the lost soul sink downward 
In an eternal night. 

Then wake from thy long slumbers, 

O sleeper, on the verge 
Of death and wide destruction ! 

For sweeps the swelling surge 

That soon shall bear thee onward 
Upon that shoreless sea, — 

The tide, forever rolling, 
Of vast Eternity. 




2? 



MIDNIGHT MUSINGS. 

Thoughts ot infinitude steal o'er me — thoughts 
Vast and undefinable, when at the lonely 
Midnight hour I wake, while all creation 
Sleeps. When, in the solemn hush of midnight, 
Nature seems wrapt in solitude profound, 
The anthem of the Eternal One breathes forth 
In the wild winds' deep voices, that traverse 
With lightning speed that sandy desert, or sweep 
Around the lofty summits of cloud-capt 
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Mountains, or deepen the wild ioar of ocean's 
Stormy requiem. Winds ! do your changing 
Melodies visit those far-off climes where weary 
Spirits rest 1 do your soft, balmy airs breathe o'er 
The seraph's sinless brow, that beams with light 
Divine, reflected from the Sun of Righteousness 1 
Do ye wander amid those fadeless bowers 
Where sin can never enter, and where the 
Steps of the Destroyer can never come 7 
Do ye gently fan the brows of lov'd ones 
No longer dimm'd with pain, nor marr'd 
By sorrow, but radiant with the hues of 
Immortality 1 Ye stars, that beam with purest 
Radiance upon the boundless fields of space ! 
Are your bright orbs the dwelling-place of man % 
Do ye hold countless spirits within your 
Radiant confines — spirits undying, unfallen, 
And holy as their great Creator 1 or dwell 
Within your precincts the heirs of sin and 
Sorrow, that, like the dwellers upon this 
Sin-stain'd soil, are fallen from their high 
Estate of happiness and innocence 1 Ye answer 
Not in your majestic spheres of night and 
Solitude ; your calm rays shining ever on 
Scenes of human strife and human crime, — 
Upon the populous tide of life, that fills the 
Throng'd and busy streets of crowded cities, 
Or the still, sequester'd shades of peaceful 
Solitude ! Ye look unmov'd upon the thousand 
Conflicts that agitate the human bosom, that 
Mar its peace and wither its repose. 
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Ye whispering winds ! ye silent stars ! 
Ye wavei, that roll thro* all earth's changes ! 
Ye are the ministers of Him — the Infinite, 
Unchangable ! Beyond you we would fain explore 
The deeper mysteries of vast futurity ! but 
Vain are all these restless longings ; we cannot 
Pierce the misty veil that shrouds the gloomy, 
Unknown future. We know not, but we soon shall 
Know the mysteries of " that undiscovered country 
From whose bourn no traveller returns." Death, 
That dark curtain that must soon unfold 
Its boundless prospects, — Death, that sure 
Messenger that waves its darkening pinions 
Around the weary breast, can only bring that 
Fearful knowledge that we crave. But we 
Have God's Holy Word to guide us — to illumine 
Our dark pathway — to direct us in the 
Way of life and immortality ; that star 
Alone can guide the weary wanderer, 
Thro' all life's 'wildering mazes of sin 
And sorrow, to the bright, eternal shores 
Of rest. Oh ! may our trust be in those never 
Failing promises — that hope divine that will 
Sustain when all earth's hopes shall fail 
Us ; then, when the long night cometh, we 
May lie down in peace, casting from us the 
Spirit's cumbrous garments, and wake to an 
Immortal day. 
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THE BRIGHT HUES OF SUMMER. 



The bright hues oi Summer 

Are fading now, 
And the garlands wither 

Upon her brow. 

The fair young flowett;';. 

In their graceful jpttSr 
With the joyous hours 

Have droop'd and died. 

But thy smile still lingers 
On woodland and dell ; 

Still brightly, sweet Summer, 
Farewell — Farewell. 



THE SLANDERER. 

Cast from thee slander's poison'd shaft, 

Hurl'd by the hand of hate; 
Tis fill'd with envy's bitterest draught ; 

'Twould doom to darkest fate ; 
'Twill drink thy life-blood, crush thy heart — 
That vengeful, dire, malignant dart. 

The hand that wields the flashing sword 

Can kill with one sure blow, — 
But oh ! one bitter, withering word— 

That venom is more slow ; 
Deep in the burning heart it lies, 
// Preying there— till its victim dies. 
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And to the deeply-feeling mind 

What torture is more keen ! 
The barb'd arrow in that breast 

Must rankle there unseen, — 
Withered its proudest hopes of fame 
Beneath that curse — a blighted name. 

Beneath its blight the noblest heart — 
The breast where truth and worth 

Bids every sordid aim depart, 
The good, the pure of earth, 

Oft fall— beneath base slander's dart ! — 

Its fell designs of foulest art. 

Then turn thee fitwa that venom'd dart ! 

Let it not with thee bide, 
But let the shield of a pure heart 

Cause it to glance aside ! 
Let not its touch, with poison rife, 
Destroy thy peace, thy hope, thy life ! 

And thou — who could'st life's prospects blight 

With thy malignant spell, 
And quench those hopes so fair and bright 

With treachery dark and fell, 
That steals with dark insidious wile, 
Thy victim to ensnare, beguile ! 
Oh ! rather plunge the murderous knife 

Deep in the unguarded breast, . ***&* 
And swiftly drink the fount of life r££ 

Till cold that form shall rest, — 
Rather than wring by slander's art 
Thejife-drops from that withering heart. 
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The murderer, to his country's laws 

Must pay his forfeit breath, 
And yield him to the felon's fate — 

A dark, ignoble death. 
The slanderer — he can range abroad, 
Defying man — defying God. 

But in that dreadful day of doom, 

When at His judgment seat 
All must appear in light or gloom 

Their sentence fix'd to meet — 
Heaven's righteous Judge shall then declare 
His doom — " Ye shall not enter there." 
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THE TREASURES OF THE DEEP. 
How proudly roll the unfathom'd billows of 
The deep— the ever restless waves of the broad, 
Deep-blue ocean ! There is a majesty in its 
Vast depths, now bathing in the light of 
Heaven's clear azure, now darken'd by the 
Brooding wing of the far-sweeping tempest, 
That wakes within the soul dread thoughts 
Of that mysterious Power that bids its ceaseless 
Waves forever flow— of that dim shadowy 
Future, that stretches wide before us, shrouded 
In deep, impenetrable mystery. There is a 
Melancholy grandeur in ocean's trackless 
Waste — in the low murmur of its ever heaving 
Waters — in the roar of its tumultuous billows, 
As they dash against the mountain's solid 
Base, or lift their heads to meet the warring 
Elements. But who can tell, proud ocean. I 
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How many have gone down beneath thy 
Fathomless abysses ! — how many lie in thy 
Deep caverns, whose only dirge is thy hoarse 
Wailing, or the shriek of the wild tempest as it 
Sweeps above their ocean-graves ! The pearl may 
Gleam within thy crystal caverns, and many 
A sea-shell rare light up thy shining sands ; 
But all unheeded is their pale brightness; their 
Beauty glows unseen by those cold sleepers 
For whom the light of morn shall never break. 

What forms of beauty, of blooming 
Youth, and lovely infancy, repose within thy 
Reckless bosom ! Here affections holiest ties 
Are sunder'd, and thy ruthless waves have 
Swept away its countless treasures ; youth's 
Morning hopes have perish'd in their bloom, 
Manhood's proud form laid low, and all the 
Schemes of wild ambition blasted ; they lie 
Entomb'd low in one mighty sepulchre. But 
The storm-wind sweeps unheard above them ; 
Unheeded is the roar of elements ; life's with'ring 
Cares have ceas'd, and past the bitter struggle. 
Oh ! gentle their repose, and calm their slumbers 
Till " the long night has past, and the last 
Morn arise" — till that dread morn shall burst 
Upon thy startled waves, O, wide and wasting 
Ocean ! when the vast firmament " shall as a 
Scroll be roll'd together,'* and the archangel's 
Trump shall sound the knell of a dissolving 
Universe ; then shall thy dead arise from the 
Long sleep of ages, and thy engulfing waves be 
Lost in Eternity's vast unbounded sea. 
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THE STAR OF HOPE. 

Without the radiant star of hope 
What would this dark earth be ? 

A wild and dreary wilderness, — 
A wide and troubled sea. 

And it would be a desert spot — 

This fallen world of ours, 
Without the glory and the bloom 

Of its sunlight and its flowers. 

And desolate would be the heart 
Whose treasures wide are flung, 

Amid the wrecks of time and chance, 
Dark-frowning rocks among, 

If the gay, fluttering pinions fair 

Of hope's aerial child 
Shed not their brightness on the air, 

Nor on the desert smil'd. 
The smiling eye of beauteous hope 

Breaks thro* the clouds of sorrow, 
And sees the radiant sunbeams ope 

To gild a brighter morrow. 

But earthly hopes, tho' fair, must perish, 
With earth's most beauteous things, 

And o'er the fairest flowers we cherish 
Its breath the spoiler flings. 

But hope — immortal hope is given 

To light the spirit's gloom, 
And point us to the gates of B.ea.\exv 
Where joys eternal bloom. 



Ht 



*M-< 



POEMS. 



C3 






& 



NEW YEAR'S ADDRESS. 

The last low dirge of the departed year is hush'd ; 
Its steps have vanish'd from the fair earth 
And all its pomp and glory have gone down 
Into oblivion. But, on the care-worn brow, it has 
Marked deeper furrows ; and the pale cheek, marr'd 
By the scalding lears of grief, wears a yet darker 
Shadow ; and the lovely, fragile form that bore 
The withering touch of wan consumption, is 
Wasted, worn, and dying. The year — the vanish'd 
Tear ! aye — heard ye the rushing of its wings, 
That swept thro* those proud halls of feast and 
Revelry 1 It has pass'd unheeded amid the 
Glitter of the sparkling wine-cup, the dancer's 
Airy tread, the song, the reckless laughter. But 
That low sound, though all unheard by pleasure's 
Votaries, breathes a dread warning that must 
Ere long thrill the most careless breast. Time ! 
Precious, irrecoverable, lost ! will it not bring 
Before the startled gaze hours that are worse 
Than squander' d — hours that bear upon their 
Rapid wings no golden records, but a dull, dark 
Blot, that darkens and obscures each line of 
Light and beauty. They have gone, and the 
Dark characters there traced are register'd on 
Heaven's undying pages. 

Thro' what variety 
Of scenes hast thou look'd down upon in thy 
Swift march, thou dread, departed year ! 
Thou hast heard the moaning of \.\\» ctt$Cv**.» 
Within his dungeon watts, lYiaA. \>\tC &\w c«wA*«* 
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Solitude ; and thou hast seen the deadly plague- 
Spot darken cities populous, withering each 
Hope, and quenching the springs of life. The 
Plague — the fearful plague approaches, poisoning 
The atmosphere with dread infection. In the 
Midnight hour it steals upon its victim. It 
Pursues the reveller to the gay haunts of pleasure — 
To the crowded banquet-board. The eager 
Miser, counting his gold — the man of business — 
Is hurried from his countless treasures, from golden 
Schemes — his idols — to the dark and silent sepulchre. 
The pestilence has done its work ; its ruthless hand 
Has spared not ; over the land rests the black pall 
Of Death. 

But even the steps of the grim monster, 
As he stalks triumphant from the land, cannot 
Allay the insatiable thirst for gold. O'er the 
Vast plains are hurrying countless multitudes, — 
Far o'er deserts, mountains, pathless solitudes, where 
Lurk the beasts of prey, the haunts of the wild 
Indian, the retreat of robbers, they pursue their 
Perilous march, heedless of toil, privation, suffering ; 
They face the scorching sunbeam and the wintry 
Blast. They bid adieu to home and all its fond 
Endearments — to every comfort that smiles 
Around the peaceful fireside. The tide of fortune 
Will bear some onward, laden with shining 
Treasures, to their homes, and many — alas ! — 
Will leave their bones to bleach upon the desert. 
Whither hast thou Jed, 
Thou year departed 1 To the wide, shadowy regions 
Of the dim, voiceless Past ! Thou, in thy flight, hast 
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Seen the march of of conquerors — the waving banners, 
As they floated over the blood-stained field. Thou 
Hast pass'd over ensanguin'd heaps of dead and 
Dying, where carnage reign'd, with all its fearful 
Sounds, unheeded 'midst the din of battle. But 
Thy triumphant car stay'd not its flight ; — thou 
Wert the victor, Time ! 

Oh ! may. thy dawn, 
New Year, be the blest harbinger of brighter scenes ! 
And may the young, the happy, wisely improve 
The teachings of the past ! O, may thy fair, auspicious 
Morning shed its kindest beams upon the child 
Of want and ignorance, and raise the outcast, 
Sunk in vice and infamy ; may their influence 
Soften thy woes, O poor humanity ! Hail I bright 
And joyous year ! 



ON BIDDING ADIEU TO MY NATIVE PLACE. 
Ye blue and sparkling ocean-waves ! ye are fading from my 

view, 
And the fondly-cherished scenes that my happy childhood 

knew; — 
Farewell, ye murm'ring waters ! your voices call me back 
To youth's elysian bow'rs of light — its gay and flow'ry track. 

There breathes faint music of the past in your voices soft, 

and .ow, 
That bids the tears of sadness fall, and the bursting heart 

o'erflow ! 
Ye call back memories of the lost, the absent and the demo 1 ; 
Of lov'd ones long departed — of bright smiles forever <fe.<U 
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Ye green and verdant valleys ! what deep recollections swell 
In memory's buried treasures, as I look a last farewell, — 
As I gaze upon your beauties with a ling'ring, vain regret. 
When spring the summer's earliest flow'rs, with morning 
dew-drops wet. 

Ye rocks and streams ! ye hills and vales ! the beautiful and 

free! 
Ye are pictur'd fair on mem'ry's fount, and cherish'd e'er 

will be 
While thought shall live, and life's quick pulses move this 

throbbing heart, 
The memory of those fairest scenes shall ne'er — oh, ne'er 

depart. 

And memory, too, shall linger 'round thy deserted tomb, 
My mother ! where the rank grass waves, and the early 

flow 'rets bloom ; 
And tho' around thee garlands fair affection may not twine, 
Yet thou hast e'er one dwelling-place within the true 

heart's shrine. 



HOPE. 



" Ethereal Hope ! when life's last embers burn, 
When soul to soul and dust to dost return, 
Th'/U, undismayed, phalt o'er the ruins smile, 
And light thy torch at Nature's funeral pile." 
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Sweet breathings of hope ! like the summer's first flower 
That blooms in the light of its soft, vernal hour, 
Ye steal oVr the heart like sweet melody's strain, 
Ever soothing the soul in the dark Yvoux of ^am. 
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At your gay, magic touch the dark shadows are gone, 

And fade like the mists that encircle the morn. 

We pursue thee, thou phantom, with visions so fair, 

Still mocking us ever with dreams light as air ; 

Tho' oft thou deludest, again and again, 

Yet we cherish thee ever, enchantress, in vain, 

Till thy form in the shadowy distance fades, 

And closes around us night's gathering shades. . 

Id life's cloudless morning ye brilliantly glow, 

When the summer waves glide, and the soil breezes blow 

Over youth's sunny brow, with its rich tresses fair 

That are flung, with their wealth, on the fresh, balmy air. 

Ye paint the bright hues of the spring-time gay, 

And light it with pleasure's bewildering ray. 

Fair flowers of young hope ! must ye perish and fade, 

And your blossoms grow dim in adversity's shade ? 

Must the bright eye that's sparkling in pleasure's gay light 

Be o'ershadow'd by grief, with its dim, starless night 1 

To the captive, that's pining in lingering gloom 

In his lone, dreary dungeon — a living tomb— 

Thou breathest of nature, the glad and the free, 

Ot the pure mountain-breeze, and the blue, bounding sea, 

Of green, verdant valleys, and forests so wild, 

Where the bird sweetly warbled, the sunny stream smil'd ; 

He sees the lov'd haunts of his childhood and home 

Where, once free and unfetter'd, his footsteps did roam ; 

The enchantress — Hope — whispers, again shall he see 

The lov'd forms that bend 'ncath his own household tree ; 

But fades like the rainbow that vision so fair, 

And the captive is left in his lonely despair. 

Yes! earth's perishing hopes — they are fading and brief; 

They pass like bright eummei — \ta V\taB&&%\«^&.\ 
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Their beauty soon fades 'neath the touch of decay ; 
With the fair and the lovely they wither away. 
But Hope, that pure spark of ethereal birth! 
Thy bright beams celestial are not of earth, 
And thy light thro* eternal ages shall glow 
When earth's forms of beauty lie mould'ring and low ; 
When fade the bright visions of earthly love 
Thy calm gaze is fix'd on that blest world above 
Where no blasting mildew shall breathe on its flowers, 
Nor death, the destroyer, shall enter its bowers ; — 
Then, immortal Hope ! thy bright spark shall burn 
When the dust to its kindred dust shall return, 
And the spirit shall soar to that brighter abode, 
Freed from sin and corruption, to dwell with its God. 



.4 



NATIONAL ODE. 

Raise the exulting voice! 

'Tis Freedom's joyful day ; 
Let every freeman's heart rejoice 

Uncheck'd by tyrant sway ; 
And may the flag of freedom wave 
In peace and honor o'er the brave. 

The land where heroes bled ! 

The sacred, holy soil, 
Once held by stern Oppression dread, 

Blood-bought by years of toil, 
"The land, the birthright of the free — 

The sacred soil of liberty. 
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Let not disunion spread 

Its dark and withering stain, 
Nor let the brand of discord red 

Ravage its smiling plain ; 
Let it not bear the with'ring brand 
Of strife, kindled by patriot hand. 

Upon the exulting breeze 

Is heard a nation's voice, 
And o'er the blue and swelling seas 

Its echoing notes rejoice. 
It breathes the triumph of the free ; 
It is fair Freedom's jubilee. 

The heroes who have fought the brave — 
Cherish'd shall be their name, 

And long as rolls old ocean's wave 
Shall be their deathless fame. 

They live within a nation's breast ; 

Honor'd the patriot's' ashes rest. 



THE EXILE'S PRAYER. 

Let me die where the breath of the soft south breeze 

Comes cooling and fresh oVr the dark-blue seas ; 

Let it fan my burning and aching brain, 

And calm its bewildering, madd'ning pain ; 

To my own native valleys — away — away — 

To the bright shores washed by the sparkling spray. 

I can see the white sail, as it swiftly glides 
Like a thing of life, o'er the sparling tides ; 
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Must the exile die, with his yearnings vain 
For the home that he ne'er may behold again 1 
Far from all he loves, shall he see no more 
The green, waving trees by his cottage door 1 

I see, far in the deep forest's shade, 

Those sunny haunts where in boyhood I've strayed ; 

I can see the bright streamlet's dancing flow, 

Hear its rippling murmurs, soft and low ; 

Must I die far away on a foreign shore? 

Ye friends of my youth! shall I s*e thee no more ? 

O wanderer lonely ! no more shalt thou see 
The green, waving woodlands, the streams bright and free, 
And ne'er shalt thou gaze on thy valleys of light, 
For the shadows are o'er thee of darkness and night ; 
While more faint grows the voice of thy dear native streams, 
And vanishing now is the land of thy dreams, — 
Far, far thou shalt sleep from thy dear, native shore ; 
Rest in peace, lonely exile ! thy sorrows are o'er. 

Oh ! should rot the wanderer, journeying here 

In his pilgrimage weary of sorrow and fear, 

Seek for that calm shore, free from sorrow and strife, — 

Those pure waters that flow from the river of life, 

Where the exile, the weary, the homeless shall rest 

In the home of the pure — the bright isles of the blest 1 
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ON THE DEATH OF THE REV. MR. LYONS. 

Again is heard the voice of mourning for 
The departed minister of Jesus. There has fallen 
Another watchman on the walls of Zion. God 
Is calling His faithful servants home. Ah ! who 
Could gaze unraovM upon that sable bier, that 
Mournful funeral train that bears the lifeless 
Corse to its long home. Those marble lips, so cold 
And breathless, but one short week before proclaimed 
God's holy truths there from that sacred altar that 
Now is clothed in funeral vestments. Ye shall hear 
His voice no more. Ah, weep ! for " Jesus wept " o'er 
Him He loved ; and shall poor, frail humanity 
Withhold the sacred tears of sorrow for the lamented 
Dead 1 Ye mourn your faithful pastor, who so long 
Has minister'd to you the bread of life — whose 
Christian virtues won your respect and reverence. 
Ye shall listen in vain for his kind voice to 
Greet you ; ye shall meet no more his calm, 
Approving smile. His work is done ; his labors 
Ended — he has gone to his long rest in Heaven, 
With a frame by wan disease long wasted, a 
Mind whose energies had toiled unwearied 
In his Master's service ; his sun has set 
Serene, unclouded ; — all calmly it has sunk in 
Death's last struggle, and his ascended 
Spirit now reposes upon the Saviour's bosom. 
For him " to die was gain," No more shall pain 
Assert its withering power over its unresisting 
Victim ; calmly and peacefully rests the 
Pale sleeper in the grave's quiet slumber 
Till the last trumpet's voice shall rouse 
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Earth's slumbering millions ; then shall it - 
Arise from the long sleep of ages, robM in its 
Spotless garments, and radiant in all the 
Beauty of immortality. Oh ! ye who weep 
O'er the cold ashes of a belov'd companion — 
A fond father — ye whose hearts are crush'd 
Beneath that sad bereavement! in those 
Sad moments when the tear-dimmed eye behold* 
The vacant seat around that fireside circle — 
The dreary void that death has wrought, — then 
Let each bitter pang be still'd, and hush'd 
The sigh of sorrow, for the kind husband, 
Father ye deplore, now lives in Heaven ; and 
Soon ye shall be reunited in that holier, happier 
Clime, where dwell the "spirits of the just made 
Perfect." Yes ! ye shall meet in yon bright world 
Where the dark spoiler comes not, " nor time, nor 
Death can ever part thee more." 




THE DEPARTURE OF SUMMER. 

Thy blftom has departed, thy glories have fled, 
Thy Verdure, O Summer, is faded and dead ; 
Thy reign of enchantment and beauty is o'er; 
Thy soft, sighing breezes waft fragrance no more. 
The flowers that once gracefully wav'd o'er the vale, 
The rose, queen of morning, the lily so fair, 
Have droop'dand departsd, and o'er their bright path 
The chill, blighting tempest now sweeps in its wrath. 
The song of the robin, sweet melody's child, 
/ No more breathes its warblings, so plaintive and wild, 
_ : ifc- 



^ 



^ 



POEMS. 



73 



H* 



But its music has ceased to the storm's hoarser wail, 

And the chill, wintry blast of the desolate gale. 

How changed the gay prospect ! from sunshine and bloom 

To the pall of creation — a desert of gloom — 

From verdure and freshness, and music and mirth 

Tp the darkness and storms of a sin-blighted earth. 

And such are life's changes; but each rapid wave, 

As it hurries us onward, brings nearer the grave ; 

New verdure may bloom o'er the desolate heath, 

But no summer of joy knows the sleeper beneath; 

Spring may spread o'er the fair earth its fragrance and bloom* 

But no sunlight shall dawn on the night of the tomb 

TiU the sound of the last thrilling trumpet shall rise. 

And its echoes resound thro' the earth and the skies. 

But the spirit immortal shall never decay 

Tho' earth and its glories shall vanish away ; 

Tho' dust and corruption return to the sod, 

The blest spirit shall soar to its Saviour and God ;— 

Beyond the dark tempest, the withe ring clime, 

The blightings of change, and the ruins of time. 



FRIENDSHIP. 

I ask not wealth, I ask not fame, 
The lustre of a vaunted name, 
Nor pleasure's false and fading glow 
That sheds delusive bliss below. 
Can wealth or splendor's heartless glare 
Chasa the dark form of withering care 1 
Can treasures long and dearly-sought 
Purchase one hour of tranquil thought, 
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Or empty grandeur's proud array 

The pangs of guilt or pain allay 1 

Can gorgeous robes of costly dye 

Veil the proud bosom's burning sigh, 

Or draw the keen, envenom'd dart 

That rankles in the aching heart ! 

Far happier is the peasant's lot, 

And sweeter far the lowly cot 

Where mild content, by virtue blest, 

Glows in the poor man's quiet breast. 

And Fame's proud laurels — what are they! 

The sunbursts of a stormy day, — 

The meteors of a lurid sky 

That flash upon the staitled eye ; ' 

Wayward and brief, their transient light 

Soon fades in dark oblivion's night. 

But give, oh ! give me friendship's ray 

That smiles in fortune's darkest day, 

The charm of friendship's holy tears 

That brightens thro' the vale of years, 

The cheering warmth of friendship's power 

That lights misfortune's lonely hour, 

And, like the rainbow's beauteous form, 

Shines brightest in the darkest storm. 

O ! softer than the evening gale, 

That floats along the perfum'd vale, 

Are its mild accents to the ear, 

To sorrow's soul, how doubly dear ! 

Yes ! when the smiles of hope are o'er, 

And dim is life's enchanted shore, 

When joys are blighted in their bloom, 

And hopes have perished in the tomb, 
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When fortune's fickle smile has flown, 
And earth is dreary, dark, and lone, 
There is a flower, divinely fair, 
That sheds its sweetness on the air, 
And lifts unseared its beauteous head, 
Above the verdure, waste and dead, 
Smiles in the morning's earliest light, 
And drinks the latest dews of night ; 
Though nurs'd beneath ungenial skies, 
The flower of Friendship never dies. 
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VIRTUE. 

"Ah ! why shoull Virtue droad tho frowns of Fate 1 
Her>, that no wealth can win, no p >wer reate ; 
A world, With Memory's ceasel«J8 sunshine bleat, 
Th9 home of happiueas — an honest breast." 



Virtue must ever struggle with the tide of 

Adverse fortune, and buffet the rude surges 

Of life's tempestuous sea; but if she boldly 

Stem the opposing current, Truth her adventurous 

Guide, and Heaven, her frumd — then shall 

She triumph, and that unbought greatness 

Be hers, which ever is the meed of worth, and 

Which must win a deathless name. 

Over the bright career of youth and genius 

Oft passes, with its dark shadow, the with'ring 

Storm-cloud, and a slanderous world, cruel 

And heartless, strives to hurl its envious shafts 

At the unguarded breast, and levels all its 

Dire assaults of poison'd calumny. Does not 

The warm blood flow, where the ouasbvet'* 
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Knife has enter'd ? And the noble soul, however 
Armed in conscious rectitude, when slander's 
Venom'd shafts assail it, shall it not feel 
The rankling wound ? But tho' bold Vice, 
In its unchecked career, is oft triumphant — 
Yet short-liv'd is its stormy hour, by passion 
Blasted, and swiftly fades the murky light 
That gilds its dark horizon. 

Ther&is no home 
For the worn spirit on earth's dark soil, that's 
Steep'd with burning tears of the oppress'd, 
That " find no comforter ;" that's wet with human 
Gore, that flows from murder'd victims. 
Ah ! the fallen that strew the battle-field — the 
Countless millions, crushed 'neath the arm of 
Power relentless — the fiends of wrong and dark 
Injustice — these darken the fair sod, and 'neath 
Their gloomy shadows wither its bloom and loveliness. 
Can the worn spirit, that seeks some calm retreat 
From sorrow, find a resting-place where ceaseless 
Tumult reigns — where sounds of discord mar nature's 
Harmonies — and where the warring of human 
Passions, more deadly than the storm that sweeps 
•O'er ocean's breast, blasts the fair buds of peace 1 

But not long shall the 
Oppressor triumph, nor the captive bend beneath 
The galling yoke of bondage. Just Heaven, whose 
Frown rests darkly on the guilty, shall repay, 
With retributive hand, the wrongs and foul 
Injustice, that renders earth one dark, revolting 
Scene of carnage, crime and cruelty. Then shall 
Oppress'd humanity burst from the crushing 
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Fetters of galling despotism, and Virtue lift her 
Rejoicing head, beneath the heaven-born light 
Of truth and mercy. 



THE SETTING SUNBEAM. 
How lovely is the setting sunbeam ! 

Softly it falls 
On the proud domes of gilded palace, 

Or cottage walls. 

Its kindling beam lights with deep radiance 

The lofty brow, 
And the dark eye of soaring genius, 

All brilliant now. 

Upon the camp, the court, the city, 

The stirring crowd, 
Upon the folds of gorgeous banners, 

Waving and proud ; 
Where from proud fields of war triumphant, 

The conqueror comes, 
At the shrill tones of deep-voiced clarion, 

And stirring drums; • 

Where war's proud demons madly thunder, 

'Mid cannon's flash, 
The strife and roar of burning cities, 

Their fearful crash ; 

Upon the fatal fields of carnage, 

Of ruin dire, 
'Neath thy calm beams, O, peaceful sunset, 

Millions expue. 
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Or where the plague, with noisome footstep, 

All silent steals, 
While dark and desolated dwellings, 

Its wo reveals. 

Thy last faint beams shine on the dying, 

The marble brow, 
Where death's cold dews are darkly lying, 

All faded now. 

The eye a holier light now weareth, 

Of hope and trust, — 
The. immortal spirit soareth upward, 

Ari$ u dustto Just." 

Oh ! lovely is thy glow, bright sunset ! 

On peaceful stream, — 
Fair as the smile of happy fancies, 

Or youth's gay dream. 

And fair art thou, when by the wood-paths. 

In the still air, 
Thy last faint ray of glancing brightness 

Doth linger there, 
Or when upon the low-roofed cottage, 

Its vine-wreath'd walls, 
The home of peace and pure affection, - 

Thy sunlight falls. 
There, ol the hum of happy voices, 

So lignt and gay, 
The mother's gentle heart rejoices, 

At close of day. 
O Earth I by sin thus sear'd and blighted, 
Yet still how fair! 
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There is some sunbeam yet to lighten 

Thy wo and care. 
Within thy darkest shades of sorrow, 

Some smiling ray, 
That bids us see a brighter morrow, 

A happier day, 

Hope ! whose fair glow immortal brightens 

This dreary scene, 
With its bright wings of angel plumage, 

Will intervene; 

And like thy glow, O, setting sunbeams, 

Will e'en illume 
The night of death and desolation — 

The wintry tomb. 
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WHEN I AM GONE. 

Nature her vernal bloom will wear, 
The calm blue sky, mild summer's air, 
Will be as gay, as soft, as fair, 

When I am gone. 

The sea — the broad, deep, boundless sea, 
Will still roll on, as proudly free, 
As lovely will her blue waves be, 
When I am gone. 

The setting sun, so calm and bright, 
Will sink 'neath skies of cloudless light, 
And usher in the starry night, 

>N View \ vca. %<&T\fc. 
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Sweet flowers ! your fragrant bloom will be 
As lovely, on the sunny lea, 
Tho* not for me — no, not for me — 
When I am gone. 

Soft winds ! that, as ye wander by, 
Breathe on the ear your mournful sigh, 
Still shall your voices murmur nigh, 
When I am gone. 

The joyous laugh will then be heard, 
The melody of warbling bird, 
And music by soft breezes stirred, 
When I am gone. 

Pleasure, that, like a meteor gleam, 
Flashes athwart life's fitful stream, 
Will shed its soft, seductive beam, 
When I am gone. 

And friend shall warmly meet with friend, 
And kindly sympathies shall blend, 
While love its brightest charm shall lend, 
When I am gone. 

And home, its pleasures calm and sweet, 
That oft the wanderer would greet, 
Shall still be with each joy replete, 
When I am gone. 

Oh, friends belov'd ! in hours of glee, 
When the warm heart beats high and free, 
Then, will ye still remember me, 
When I am gone. 
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